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SYNOPSIS OK IMIIK KIIIM; ( II M'TKIIS
Three coIIpki' chums cnntlmir knit in the

moat loynl friendship..liiflVry t'linyne, a
great, hairy ciuiit. traveller anil war corrcji-
pondenti Hilar* l-'rcctli. <11 let I n n I e. country
Kentlemnn. ivhn tells tlie stur.v, and Adrian
Doldcro, n citarmiim filliiiv, ulio, most un¬
expectedly! ii> Mt«l(lenl> iiiiuottneetl tin the
nnthnr of the iio\el uf tlie century, "'I'lie
Dlnnionil Ciale." Tom < asllctun, ulio inailc
up n qunrtettr of churns, :i yotiiiK' mini of
irreat protuslc, litis recent Ij tlieil tit sea.
Freelh In ninrrieil. Ills wife. Ilnrhnra. Iiolnnthe charming mill eti|inlile tiilstrcK* of \ortli-

lumlK. where .IntVerj nml \ilrl:in arc frequent
irucBtn. The buoccss ol "The Illamoiid (Jnte''
htm cnalilpfj Adrian to win :i fasclnat in« ulrlfor hin bride. .InlTery. Iinine from the llnl-
kann, fnlln tn Inve with her. lint Ik loynl to
Adrian. Then enters i.ioslui. tin nriinronInn
beautyt the nldim of Jallcry's ivnr eorre*-
pondrnt chum, wliom he lias brought to I.on-
don nfter his comrade'* ilenth In \tlmolii.

Llokhn prove* <|iiite :i prolilem. Site Is nent
to bonrd ulth Mr*. toiisndlne. and to learn
Cfvtllr.rd maimers. Adrian ami Dorlsi are
married..llltfery takes himself anil hit un¬
requited love «(T to the interior of t'hinn.
Adrian urons line card and ill from overwork
on his neiv novel, about which lie is stranuelyuKrptlvf. Jt is to he finished at ( hrlwlmns.On ClirlMiiiiio I've he Is found dead besidebin desk. The shuck hrlnus Doriti to tlie
point of death. JntFery litis conic hack fur
tbe holiday*.

rnM'ir.u v.

THEFIE are few thir.gs ::i.»r»* pair.ful than
to pry into the r.t ». of th .. w-
have loved; and .1af!« rv and I had to pryalone, because ! ..»r. i. who i:iikIh have favod

our obligatory search ft' :n rrpertinei. lay,herself. on the Borderland
So. one dark morning, Jaffery a*.J I un¬locked the study door and entered tl ..

fllled, barren room. 1 turned on tin? elec¬tric light. With it.-- .-red,plctureleiiij walls,, and its scanty oi!'ie furni¬
ture. the room looked lnexpr-'-.-.- t.I> dreary.We went to the library table A .ju.;i penlay on the blottintr pad, .ts 7. >int in themidst of a couple of square irn ! <.f idlearabesques. On thr> e different rts of thepad marked by singularly lit*. .- k.otted mat¬ter the quill had scrawled "God A Novel.By Adrian Holdero." > >ti a 1 ;.*h trayI noticed tl..r«.« cigarett.'- f each of whichonly nboi'JS an-.Eighth ... inch had beenemoked:-- Jtflflrf-ry, who h>.l the key tJiat usedto hang at the? « r.d of Adrlar "s watch chain,unlocked the iron saf~. Its heavy door
ewung back and revealed its contents. Threeshelves crammed from bottom to top with achaos of loose sheets of paper. Nowhere asign of the trim Mock .>{ w.-il-ordered man¬uscript.

"Pretty kind of hay." growled jaffery, sur¬veying it with a perplexed look. "We'llhave our work cu? out
"It'll he all rig lit." .v.:! [. "I.ift out tli«

top shelf as cat'! fully ah ;.-n «-:. r. Sou maybe sure Adrian had some .- >rt of method."Onto the cleared library table Jaffory de¬posited three loo.-e, rueired pile;-. We lookedthrough them in utter bewilderment. 5-otneof the sheet, unnumbered, uin .nnected, onewith the other. were pau> s ¦ >: definite mantt-script; these we put aside; others containedjottings, notes, fragment ol dialogue, a con¬fused multitude .¦ 1 in . incomprehensiblememoranda o! incident <>< the latter onehas stuck in my memory "Lancelot Klnlowseduces Guinevere the false Mminhculata,'and Jehovah utep* in <>tl:.r shirts werecovered with mcanlngl*.- p)i:.< the crudedrawings that tl .. -.vrittm? in.in makes me¬chanically wllili 1 think . over hiswork, and ar be-'in. 1 as v. .. found onthe blotting j. :d
1 n a little whi'.e \\ t-;< t¦ . put the sheetstogether in lh- 1 <. .1 . i u k by tlie yratt.-matical sequetx .. <>f tj . <¦{ or".- p i;-.- withthe beginning of th. t <m. but rarely couldwe obtain more than M .. four <.f s.tnrhconsenut)v.. pages \v. ivert cbnfuseVl, too.by at least a do/., n head. t<-r ''

"There's anothet iihfell ai yhow/' naid Jaf¬fery, turning away.
1 nodded .1: .1 wnn . ptr/zlingtask of collation. But : examinedthe more u. r y br.. n iio notfind tin? nucleus of a coherent story. Agreat shout from Jdffer.v made me start inmy chair.
"Hooray A * !a * l' \ .¦ v 11' x J rit i'He came v .tli three thick clumps of man¬uscript neatly pinned togethei In brownpaper wrappci and dumped them with abat»g in fr- < '

"There'." he cried br nging d iVn hi;-- s;reathand on the top of j,;"Thank Got: "

.» 1
He remo\ed .- iml .; eh, a< 1 toldme afterward, ... ( with ;>screech like .1 .... >ma Fot there, staringme in the fa- 1 1: .. n ionto the broWn hand-writteninscription
"The l»ian ml .. ,.v

Castleton."
"Look!" I 11. d, -I ,'iiffrr vlooked. And '

.,. .. |stood stoci-: f
The writing v .

, <! twriting of the .,Jaffery was T ti . 1 c,.
ton, the one »»e-
hood, who had o . ,. , v,tr&lla. There wa ,< ..

square, virile hai .

as different from A a tnwriting as Tom Oa .. .

Then our eyes tr.e:
that had been comm."
There was the or:g*.- . . t ...».,Diamond Gate.-' "The ....

the work not of Adriar ,. . . .

f:astleton. Adrian had .n <iGate" from a dead man. .

,,,):r, a

.load innn. but from the dead trlend who hadloved and trusted him.
The great epoch-making novel did not. ex-

' Vt had never existed. Even If Adrian hadlived! it would ha\e had no possibility ofexisting.
Adrian was dead and could not speak.What was it that in- tho tlrst place mawhim vield to temptation? What kink in thebraiii warped his moral sense? God is hishid ere poor bov. not 1. Tom Caruleton had

put tlio manuscript of "The Diamond L.ate
into his hands. Undoubtedly lie was 10 ar¬
range for it> publication. Castleton s ap¬pointment to the professorship in Australia
had been a sudden matter, as I wo 11 remem¬ber, necessitating a feverish scramble to( «this affairs In order before hi .-ailed. W n>did not Adrian in tho affectionate glow <>f
parting send the manuscript straight cii to
a publisher? At first it was merely a Mo¬tion of dispatching a parcel and writing a
covering letter. Why were not parcel andletter «ent? Merely through the sheer in¬
dolence that was characteristic of Adrian.Then clime the news of Castleton s death.From that moment the poison of temptationmust have begun to work. Kor years, in his
iasv way. he struggled against it until, I'er"Man's, desperate for Porla. he succumbed.
What script, type or hand-written, he sent
to Witteklnd, the publisher of "The DiamondGate" I did not learn till later. but whydtd lie not d. stroy Tom Castleton's original

\i 1 when tlie book blazed into instanta-nfc-i'i Fuc'fss and he accepted it gay and
debonair. what could have been the state of

"(ven'U! t . lie had been s'.vpt off his feet.If Sip.v man over loved a woman pasFionatol>iVd (Jevotedlv, Ailrlan loved Doria. For whatIt' m.iv be worth, put that to his credit; he.Tinned for love of a woman. And the rest.The tragic rest? His undertaking to write
another novel? Indomitable self-confidence
was the keynote of the man. t.areless. cas-
u-,1 lover of ease that he was, everything hehad definitely himself to do heretofore.he had done.

.. .
_No wonder he could not sleep. No wonderhe drank in secret.
, rJaffery threw a couple of logs on the nre

ship logs that Adrian loved, the sea-
salts, barium, strontium and what-not, gave
green and crimson and lavender tlames.
Then suddenly lie shook himself like a

K'"iltwoubl give the soul out of my body to
save her," he cried with a startling quaver

"I know you love her dearly, old man.said 1. "but is life the best thing you canwish for her""
"Why not?"
..Isn't it obvious? She recovers.she will.most probably, recover; Jepson said so thismorning.she comes back to life to f|ndwhat" The shattering of her Idol. Thatwill kill h.T. My d<-ar old Jaff. It's betterthat she should die now."
(tugged lines that 1 had never seen before

com*- into his brow, and his eyes blazed."What d i you mean.shattering of Idols."¦.«!lie jv i.,und to learn the truth."
11 ¦¦ darted forward in his chair and grippedin\ knee tn his mighty grasp, so that Iwinced with pain.
"Adri.n i^ dead. The child is dead. Tbitthe* I ves Von understand." His greatfist tow bed my face. "The book lives. Youhave seen It "

.Very well," said I. "I've seen It
"You .¦wear you've seen It?""Very well." said I "If you insist. 1 < anwash inv hands of the whole matter. J saw

a completed manuscript You are my co-
executor arid trustee You took It away.That « all 1 know Will that do for you?"V' «. And I'll give you a receipt. What¬
ever happei - vou'r< :iM responsible. I canhum the thing if 1 like. I »o anything Ihoo e. K'.it vMi've seen the outside of it.He writ to the writing table by tin* gloomywindow and scribbled a memorandum andduplicate, whi< h we both signed. Kach pock-
. r. i a copv. Tlien he t imed on me...j needn't mention that you re not goingto give a hint to a human soul of what youhave seen this day?"

i faced him and looked Into his eyes"What do you take me for? I tut you're for-Ther.. I one human soul who mustknow "

Hi vas silent f"r a minute or two. thenwith lr great-hearted smile
Voil a r.'l Hatha r a are ore, said hePresently, after a little desultory talk, hetook :> folded paper from his pocket anilshook 1

. fore me I recognized thej.,., , .-t f the blotting-pad on whichAdnat h.d written thrice- "God: A Novel,(sv Adrian I'.oblero"
V.'e h.i'1 . t" r burn th s." said he; andI., .. . \t> the III e.

« ii \ I'Ti'.n \ i.
i.e.is shone gay with tulips andi ,, .,il,c in the long grass beyond the lawn

«!. t tr.'* thou«anri <laf-[. and by their side warmly wrapped<r. f !f i.a-, foria on a loriK cane chair.
,.f ,i udden, from* nowhere in pai'tloi-

... j e ¦,: e 11 ifito I he lands ape (framed.
; -it remember, t.v the jambs of my

v . ige and familiar figure, carrying
- a U« put this "ii the ground,

Iior a, shook her by both hands.
r Hi the ail* and h si ed her. and
iighing and snaking the welkin
s t'> »av. making a thunderous

I. having -ped across the lawn.
). .lied the g roil p.

,aid I "bov did you get. here,
n A, ,j from the station," said .laff'ry.

down by an earlier train. No good
tov.n on ?i'h a inoinlng. P.e-

,. }i, ylaiii »<\ a' J/oria In hlgiuflcant
xV-'i '¦"¦ U Minted that Infernal thing a mile

,1 .It'''' I asked, pointing ro t>\o mlt-wi.i.r. m ' have weighed half « 'l)n"Why didn t you leave It to be called for?

t (1
<if.K

? hi»
v. r.

-This? This little sachel?" He lifted It
up by one linger ami grinned.
Chairs woro fetched from a far-off Sum¬

mer house and \> o settled down. Jaffery lii
his pipe. smiled at Dorla ,and met a very
wistful look. He held her eyes for a space,
and laid his great hand very gently on hers.

"1 know what you're thinking of," he said,
with an arresting tenderness In his deep
voice. "You won't have to wait much
longer."

"Is It at the printer's?"
"It's printed "

Barbara and I pave each a little start
we looked at Jaffery. who was taking n«>
notice of us. and then nucstioulngly at each
other. What on earth did the man mean"

.Inftery uncover* Xdrinit's dupll

"From to-morrow onward, till publication,
the press will he Hooded with paragraphs
about Adrian Boldero's new book. 1 fi<*«l
it up with "Wittekind, as a sort of welcome
home to you."

Dorla smiled proudly. "Pass Adrian's
proofs ." IV 1 woudn't presume to do such a
thing."

"Well, here they are, anyway," said Jaf¬
fery.
And to he bewilderment of Barbara ana

myself, he snapped open tin hasps of his
suitcase and drew on? a great thick clump
of galley proofs fastened by a clip at the
left-hand i»!i corner, which he deposited "ii
Doria's lap. She closed her eyes and her
eyelids fluttered as she lingered the precious
thlrg. Kor a moment we thought she was
going to fHuit. There was breathless silence.
Jaffery touched Doria's hand with his lin¬

ger tips. She opened her eyes and smiled
wanly, and looked at the front slip of the
leng proofs-. At once she sat bolt upright.
"'The <!reater Glory.' But that wasn't

Adrian's title. His title w«as 'God.' Who has
dared to change it?"
Her eyes Hashed; her little body quivered.

She flamed an incarnate indignation. lror
some reason or other she turned a< -.isiim 1>
on inc.

"I knew nothing "f the change," said I,
"but I'm glad to hear of it now."
Many times before had I been forced to

disclaim knowledge of what Jaffery had been
doing with the book.
"Wittekind wouldn't have the old title."

cried Jaffery eagerly. "The public are very
narrow-minded, and he ¦ 11 that in .ertaln
quarters it might be misunderstood."
"Wittekind told dear Adrian that he

thought It a perfect title...
"Our dear Adrian," said I. pacifically, "was

a man of enormous will power and perhaps
Wittekind hadn't the strength to aland up
against htm."

"Of course he hadn't," «-\claimed Doria.
"Of course he hadn't when Adrian was alive;
now Adrian's dead, lie thinks be i-- truing to
do just as he chooses. He isn't: Not while
I live, he isn't!"
Jaffery looked at me from beneath bent

brows and his eyes were turned to cold blue
steel.

"Hilary!" said he, "will you kindly tell
Doria what we found on Adrian - blotting
pad.the last words he ever wrote?"
What he desired me to say wa: obvious.
"Written three or four times." said I. "we

found the words: 'The Greater Glory: A
Novel by Adrian Boldero.' "

"What has become of the blotting pad?"
"The sheet seemed to be of no value, .so

we destroyed it with a lot of other unim¬
portant papers."
"And I came across further evidence."

said Jaffery," of his intention to rename the
novel."

Doria's anger died away. She looked pa:--t
us into the void. "I should like io bave had
Adrian's last words," she whispered. Then
t.ringing herself back to earth. In begged
Jaffery's pardon very touchlngly. Adrian's
Implied Intention was a command. She. too.
approved the change. "But I'm so ji-aloti.-f"
she Rakl, with a catch to her voice, "of my
dear husband's work. You must forgive me.
I'm sure you've done everything that was
right and good, Jaffeiy." She held out the
great bundle and smiled. "I pass the proof:-."
The good-humored giant lumbered away,

and Susan, finding herself in undisputed po
session, took him off io remote re/-< of
the kitchen garden, far from casual in¬
truders. Meanwhile I went on reading, very
much puzzled. Naturally the style was not
that of "The Diamond Gate," which was the
style of Tom Castleton ;i#d not of Adrian
Moldero. I'.ut was what I read tlie style of
Adrian Boldero? This vivid, virile opening?
The scene of the two derelicts who hated one
another, fortuitously meeting on the oH
tramp steamer? This cunning evocation of
smells, jute, bilge water, the warm oils of
the engine room?

After a long spell. 1 took out my watch.
It was twenty past one. We lunched at half-
past. I rose, went toward the house ami
came upon Jaffery and Susan. The latter
I dispatched peremptorily to her ablutions.
Alone with Jaffery, I challenged him.
"You hulking baby," said 1, "what's 'be

good of pretending with me? "Why didn't
you tell me at once that you had written'
it yourself?"

lie looked at me anxiously: "What makes
you think so?"
"The simple intelligence possessed by the

average adult. Kirst," I continued, as he
made no reply, but,stood staring at me in
ingenuous discomfort, "you couldn't have got
this out of pooi AdrianV mush; secondly,
Adrian hadn't the experience of life to have
written it; thirdly, I have road many bril¬
liant descriptive articles In The Daily Gazetlo
and have little difficulty In recognizing the
hand of Jaffery ("hayne."

"flood i.ord!" said he. "It isn't as ob¬
vious as all that?"

I laughed. "Then you did write it?"
"Of course." he growled. "But 1 didn't

want von to know. I tried to gel as near
Tom t'astleton as I could. Look here".-he
gripped my shoulder."If it's such a trans¬
parent fraud, what the blazes is going to
happen?"
My enthusiastic answer expressed the sin¬

cerity of my appreciation. He positively
blushed and looked at me rather guiltily,
like a schoolboy delected in the act of help¬
ing an obi woman across the road.
To Barbara and myself awaiting our

guests In the drawing room before dinner,

the first to come was Doria, whom wo hadn't
seen since lunch; an Interesting figure in her
low evetiinn dress; you can imagine a Taria-
pra figure in black and white ivory. Her
face, however, was a passion of excitement.

"It's wonderful," she cried. "More than
wonderful. Even I didn't know til! to-day
what a great Renins Adrian was. All these
thinrs ho describes.he never saw them, lie
imagined, created. Oh, my <«od! If only he
had lived tit- finish it." She put her two
hands before her eyes and dashed them
swiftly away.-"Jaffery has done his best,
poor fellow. Hut oh! the bridges lie speaks
of.they're so crude, so crude! 1 can see
every one. The murder.you remember?"
"Hut apart from my amateur joining of

the flats, you think the. book's worthy of
Adrian?"

"Oh, f do," she cried passionately. "I flo.
It's the work of a Renins. It's Adrian In
all his maturity, in nil his greatness!"

I'llAI'TKIt VII.
!><»ria, seeing .lattery unresentful of kick¬

ing. continued to kick (when Barbara wasn't
looking.for Harbara had read her a lecture
oil the polite treatment of trustees and ex¬
ecutors) and made him more her slavo than
ever. Iii« fetched and carried. He read
poetry. lie was Custodian of the Sacred
Hubhera, when the grass was dnmp. He
hiclded her from over-rough incursions on

tlie part of Litany <>f Saint Odrian. lie sac-
riliced his tcolf so that he could sit near her
and hold figurative wool for her to unwind.
I; was very pretty to watch them. The 0011-
trast between them made its unceasing ap¬
peal. Besides, Doria did not kick all the
linn*; there were long spells during which,
touched by the giant's devotion, she repaid
it tn takens of tender regard.
These idyllic relations continued unruffled

for some days, until a letter arrived from
the eminent novelist to whom, with Doria's
approval, .laffery had sent the proofs.
"A marvellous story," was the great man's

verdict; "singulnrly different from "The Dia¬
mond < Sate," only resembling it in its large¬
ness of conception and the perfection of Its
Wind. The. alteration of a single word would
spoil it. If an alien hand Is there, it is im-
percept ihle."

At this splendid tribute .laffery beamed with
happiness. lie tossed the letter to Barbara
across the breakfast lable.

"1 should like to compare the proofs with
Adrian's original manuscript. Where is It?"
asked Doria.
Here was the fpiestion we had all dreaded,

.laffery lied convincingly.
"It went to the printers, my dear, and, of

<.otir.se, they've destroyed it."
"I thought everything was typed nowa¬

days."
"Typing takes time," replied Jaffery ser¬

enely. "And I'm not an advocate of feather-
beds and rose-water baths for printers. As
I wanted to rush the book out as quickly
as possible, I didn't see why I should pamper
them witli type. Have you the original man¬
uscript of 'The Diamond Gate'?"
"No." said Doria.
"Well.don't you see," said Jaffery, with

a smile.
!"V>r the first time I praised Old Man .Jor-

nieroft. lie had brought up his daughter
far from the madding mechanics of the 111-
crary life. To my great relief Doria swal¬
lowed the Incredible story.
<»no day as they sat together on the bal¬

cony .laffery lost his head.
It was silly, sentimental, schoolboyish.

what you please; but every man's first dec¬
laration of love is pathos.the zenith of his
passion connoting perhaps the nadir of his
intelligence. Anyhow the declaration was
made, without shadow of mistake.
"But I'm not a free woman; I'm bound

to Adrian."
"You can't be hound to him forever and

ever."
"I am. That's why It's shameful and dishonor¬

able of you".his blue eyes flashed danger¬
ously and he clenched his hands, but, heed¬
less, she went on."yes, mean and base and

desplcablo of you to wish tc betray him.Adrian "

"Oh. don't talk drivel. It makes me nick.Leave Adrian alone and listen to a livingman." he shouted, all the pent-up Intellec¬
tual disgusts and sex Jealousies bursting outin a mad gush. "A real. live man, who would
walk through Hades for you!" Ho caughther frail body in his great grasp, and she
vibrated like a bit of wire caught by a
dynamo. "My love for you has nothingwhatever to do with Adrian. I've been as
loval to him as one man can be to another,living and dead. By Ood. I have! Ask Hilaryand Barbara. But 1 want you. I've wanted
you since the first moment I set eyes on you.You've got Into my blood. You're going to
love me. You're going t<~> marry me. Adrian
or no Adrian."
He bent over her and she met the passionin his eyes bravely. She did not lack cour-

jige. And her eyes were hard and her lips
were white and her fao<« was pinched into a
marble statuette of hate. And unconscious
that his grip was giving her physical pain,be continued:

"I've waited for you. I ve waited for ) ou
from the moment 1 heard you were engaged
to the other man. And I'll go on waiting.
Hut. by Cod!".and. not knowing what he
did. he shook her backward and forward.
"I'll not go on waiting forever. on.you
little bit of mystery.you little bit of eter¬
nity.you.you.ah!"
With a great gesture be released her. But

the poor ogre had not counted on his
strength. ills unwitting violence sent her
spinning, and she fell, knocking her head
against a sofa. He uttered a gasp of horror
and In an Instant lifted her and laid her on

the sofa, and on his knees beside her, with
remorse ovorsurglng his passion, behaved
like a penitent fool, accusing himself of ail
the iinforRivftblc savug^rleH ever practised
by the barbaric male. Doria. who was not
hurt in the least, sat up and pointed to the
11

"Go!" she said, "do! You're nothing hut
a brute."

, , .Jaffery rose from his kn<»es and regarded
her in the hebetude of reaction.

"I suppose I am. J'oria, but it s niv \%a>
of loving you."

. , ...»She Hill pointed. "Go." she said tone-losaiy. "1 can't turn you out, but If Adrian
was alive..ha! ha! ha! she laughed,
with a touch of hysteria. "How do you
dare, you barren rascal.how do you dare
to think you can take the place of a man
like Adrian?"

.....The whip of her tongue lashed him to sud¬
den fury. He picked her up bodily and held
her in spite of struggles, just as you or 1
would hold a cat or a rabbit.
"You little fool." said he. "don't you know

the difference between a man and a.-."
Realization of the tragedy struck him as a

stray bullet might have Struck him on the
side of the bead. Ho turned white.

"All right," said lie in a changed voice.
"Rnsy on. I'm not going to hurt you
He deposited her gently on the sofa and

strode out of the room.

('11AI"IF, It VIII.
It was Saturday morning. 1 was shaving

peacefully in my dressing room when Ja
ferv after thunderously demanding admit¬
tance. rushed In. clad in bath gown and
slippers, nourishing a letter.
"Head that."

TI recognized Uosha's handwriting. I read.

"Dear Jaff Chayno:
"As you are my trustee. 1 nuesj^ I ought

to tell you what I'm going to do. I'm going
to marry Has Fendihook ..

I looked up. "But you told me the man
was married already."
"He Is. Head on."
"We are going to l>c married at once. We

are going to be married at Havre in I' ranee.
Has says that because I am a widow and
an Albanian it would be an awful trouble for
me to get married in Kngland, and 1 would
have to give up half my money to Govern¬
ment. But in France, owing to different
laws, 1 can get married without any
at ail I don't understand it, but Has has
consulted a lawyer, so it's all right. I sup¬
pose. when I am married you wont be m>
trustee any more. So, <lenr Jaff Chnyne,. I
must say goodby and thank .you for all your
great kindness to me. I am sorry you and
Barbara and Hilary don't like Has. which
his real name really is Krasmus. but you
will when you know him belter.

"Yours affectionately,
"L.IOSHA PHKSCOTT."

We didn't like the. bounder; Of all the
music hall celebrities In Europe Has r«endl-
hook was the least likable and the greatest
V
"Of all the infernal scoundrels!" I '"^ied."There'a goinK to Vie trouble, said Jaffery,

and his look signified that It was he who in¬
tended to cause it.

"But why Havre of all places In the
world?" said 1.

. , ."1 suppose it's the only one ho knows,
replied Jaffery. "He must have once gone
to Paris by that route. It's the chcapost.

"Precisely," said I.
_...."Good Lord!" cried Jaffery. "Ho you think

she's gone off with the fellow already?
"You had better ring up Queen's Gate and

find out."
He. rushed from the room. 1 ha-stily fin¬

ished shaving, while Barbara discoursed to
rne on the neglect of our duties with regard
l°

Presently Jaffery burst In like a rhi¬
noceros.

"She's gone! She went on Thursday. And
this is Saturday. Fendihook left last Sun¬
day. Evidently she has joined him."
We regarded each other In dismay.
"They're In Havre by now," said Barbara.
Off we went. Wo caught the Havre,boat.

I had an awful night. Jaffery hunted me out
of my berth In the morning, and we joined
the landing human sardine pack. Jaffery was
behind me. I glanced over my shoulder.

"This Is our so-called civilization," I said
bitterly.
At the sound of my voice a tall woman in

the rank five feet deep from us turned
around, and Dosha and I looked Into each
other's eyes.

Jaffery caught sight of her at the same
time aiul gripped my arm. Her eyes, travel¬
ing from mine to his, flashed Indignant angai\Jaffery grasped my arm."
"There is the brute waiting for her."
And there on the quay, with a flower In

his buttonhole and a smile on his fat face,
stood Mr. Ran Fendlhook. Ho met her at
the foot of the gangway, and obviously told
at once of our presence, sought as anxiouslywith his gaze; then with an air of bravado
waved his hat.a hard white felt.and cried
out: "Cheer O!" We did not respond. He
grinned at us and linking his arm throughLlosha's joined the stream of passengershurrying across the stones to the custom-
sheds.

"Stop," Jaffery roared.
They turned, as Indeed did everybodywithin earshot. F«ndlhook would have gone

on, but Liosha very proudly drew him out of
the stream into clear space and, prepared forbattle, awaited us. When wo had struggledour slow way down and reached the quayshe advanced a few steps looking very terrl-blo In her wrath.
"How dare you follow me?"
"Come further away from the crowd," saidJaffery, and with an Imperious gesture he

swept the three of us along the quay to the
steru of the boat, where only a few idlesailor men were lounging, apd a sergeant devtlle was pacing on his lelsvely beat.

"1 said you would make a fool of yourself
one of these days If T didn't play dragon."he said, at a sudden halt. "I've come to playdragon with a vengeance. He marched onFendihook. "Now you."

How d'ye do, old cock? Didn't expect youhere," he said Jauntily.
"Don't be Insolent, replied Jaffery In a re¬

markably quiet tone. "You know very wellwhy I'm here."
"Jaff Chayne " Dosha began.
He waved her off. "Take her away,Hilary."
"Come." said 1. "I'll tell you all about It."
"He has got to tell me, not you."
"I certainly don't know why the devil

you're here," said Fendihook. with sudden
nastlness.

"I've come to save this lady from a dirtyblackguard."
"How are you going to do It?"
Jaffery addressed Liosha. "You said In

your letter "

"You wrote to him, you crazy fool, after
ill my instructions?" snarled Fendihook.
"You said in your letter you were going to

marry this man.
"Sure," said Liosha.
"And are you going to marry this lady?""Certainly."
"Why didn't you marry her In England?"
"I told you in my letter." said Dosha. "Sea

here.we don't want any of your interfer¬
ence." And she planted herself by the side
of her abductor, glaring defiance at Jaffery.Jaffery smiled. "You told her that because
.she was a widow stnd an Albanian she would
find considerable obstacles In her way and
would forfeit half her money to the Govern¬
ment. You lying little skunk."
The vibration in Jaffery's voice arrested

Liosha. She looked swiftly at Fendihook.
"Wasn't it true what you told me'"
"Of course not." I interposed. "You were

as free to marry In England as Mrs. Consl-
dlne."
She paid no attention to me.
"Wasn't it true?" she repeated.
Fendihook launhed In vulgar bluster. "You

didn't take all that rot seriously, you sillycuckoo?"
Liosha drew a step away from htm and re¬

garded him wonderingly. For the first time
doubt as to his straight-dealing rose In her
candid mind

"She did," said Jaffery. "She also took
seriously your promise to marry her In
France."

"Well, ain't I going to marry her?"
"No." said Jaffery. "You can't."
"Who says I can't?"
"I do. You've got a wife already and three

children."
"I'vo divorced her."
"You haven't. You've deserted her, which

isn't the same thing. I've found out all
about you. You shouldn't be such a famous
character."

Liosha stood speechless, for a moment,
quivering all over, her eyes burning.

"He's married already " she gasped.
"Certainly. He decoyed you here just to

seduce you."
Liosha made a sudden spring, like a tigress,

and had it not been for Jaffery's Intervening
boom of an arm. her arms would have been
around Fendlhook's throat.
"Steady now," growled Jaffery, controlling

her with his Iron strength. Fendihook, who
had started back with an oath, grew as
white as a sheet. I tapped him on the arm.
"You had better hook it," said I. "And

keep out of her way if you don't want a
knife stucK into you. "Yes." T added, meet¬
ing a acaffed look, "you've been playing with
the wrong kind of a woman. You had better
stick to the sort you're accustomed to."
"Thank you for those kind words," said

he. "I will."
"It would be wise also to keep out of the

way of Jaffery Chayne. With my own eyes
I've seen him pick up a man he didn't like
and".I make an expressive gesture."throw
him clean away."
"Right O!" said he.
He nodded, winked Impudently and walked

away.
I rejoined Jaffery and Liosha. He still

held her wrists; but she stood unresisting,
tense and rigid, with averted head, looking
sidewise down. Her lip quivered, her bosom
heaved. Jaffery had mastered her fury, but
now we had to deal with her shame nnd
humiliation.
"Let her go!" 1 whispered.
Jaffery freed her. She rubbed her wrists

mcchnnlcally, without moving her hend. I
wished Barbara had been there; she would
have known exactly what to do.
"What's the program now?" I asked

Jaffery.
"Hotel," said he. "This poor girl will want

a rest. Besides, we'll have to stay tho
night."
An ordinary woman would have drawn

down the motor veil which she wore cocked
up on her traveling hat; but Liosha, grandly
unconcerned with such vanities, showed her
young shame-stricken faco to all the world.
I felt Intensely sorry for her. She realized
now from what a blatant scoundrel she had
been saved; but she still bitterly resented
our Intervention. "I felt as If I was striped
naked walking between them".that wan her
primitive account later of her state of mind.

It was that camo day that we ran into
Jaffery's old tramp steamship comrade, Cap¬tain Neatwln, off to-morrow from Havre to
Mozambique. We all dined together and
that is how Jaffery and tho Indomitable
Liosha suddenly found themselves and each
other, to sail off the next day literally "be¬
fore the mast" on. tho wildest adventure,surely, that ever befell a woman, as you shall'
agree presently. Jaffery gave me the key to
bis rooms and full powers to represent "him
In his affairs with civilization.

(To lie Continued Next Sunday.)


